FOR   THE   FOXTRTRENTH   OF  JULY,   1945
Bastille in 1789 was a merely symbolic act. The prison was half or
more than half empty; the great days of lettres de cachet Were over.
It was more a relic of the past than a present stronghold of tyranny
that fell But there can be no controversy over the power, the
odiousness, the immediate and terrible importance of the fall of
that vast Bastille which the Third Reich erected all over Europe.
We may dispute -whether the veteran prisoners of the Bastille
were much better oil liberated (I have no doubt they were, but it
is arguable). There can be no controversy over the importance of
liberating the captives of Buchenwald, Dachau, Ravensbruck, over
the totally beneficent deliverance of these men and women from
the prisons designed to dehumanise them, to illustrate the power
of the Hcrrcnvolk to take men and women (and an^&'te of men and
women) and make of them sub-human creatures, mere prisoners,
mere tools. In those Bastilles, death was a triumph for the pri-
soners, a defeat for the jailers* And yet the survival of men and
women, as men and women, was the great triumph of the human
spirit over its antithesis, the great heresy of National Socialism. In
no place more fittingly than in Paris can that triumph be celebrated,
in that city where one can meet and even learn to recognize men
who, like Dante, have been through hell and by immense tenacity
have earned the right to tell how they survived:
"e quindl uscimmo a riveder le stelle."
This fcfc national is one in which the whole world can join; it
could be, and in its inmost spirit is, a canticle of liberation, a com-
memoration for the future remembrance of the people of France
and the earth. And it would be appropriate to use in that celebra-
tion of the deliverance from a tyranny worse than Pharaoh's, as a
proper counterpart to the anti-Semitic poison that the Third
Reich has injected, the words whereby Moses bade his people
remember this day, in which "ye came out from Egypt, out of the
house of bondage."
In that celebration we should remember, too, the lesson of the
four years of tyranny, the lesson of the power of the modern state,
ruthless, scientific, devoid, in theory and practice, of any universal
code of conduct, to debase men and women as well as elevate them
in resisting it to heights of heroism that one could not have dared
to hope for, before the ordeal There are, we now know, men and